Thi Different Sounds of Thunder

'boulevard', not only of Venice, but of Italy, and even of all of
Europe, against the Turks.

In a storm, such as this, there are so many kinds of thunder.
The lightning strikes. And the thunder comes with terrible and
portentous sound, rushing at high speed, as down a wood, to-
wards you. The noise of it seems to echo from the timber of the
trees, and from a million branches thrashed and broken. Or it
booms, as though inside a bowl or cavern, playing, at being there,
but attempting to escape. It can hit with a lash, the crack of which
must be its impact upon a building, while it booms and rattles
and, like the bull in the bulking, puts in its horns and will not take
them out, goring and worrying the piteous entrails. Or it can
threaten and rumble, while it lies on the air and looks down for
an opening. And, the next time, hits with certainty and probes
into the wound.

We hear it from all over the town. But, now, this hallucination,
or this chain of images, removes to a particular place. We must
have thunder on the Zattere, outside a certain window. It was
there that, in imagery, we heaped the pearls and seashells, strewing
the treasures of the deep at the feet of whom? Of a person who was
half-way between the Sacred and Profane. It was, once, that per-
son; but, now, she is multiplied into many shapes and forms. We
have met her in the hot glare of the Fondouk, and as the pottress
or lay sister sitting at the door. In metamorphosis she becomes
Soeur Monique, and dissipates into the hundred ghosts or frag-
ments of her personality. It is no longer one person; for the person
and the time have changed. There was that night of storm, one
August, in the lodging close to the trabaccoli. And there was that
other summer, which was more Sacred than Profane.
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This, we would apostrophise as the western wind of love. It
must, of nature, be diametrically opposite to her sisters. In the
very sound of the words to which these shadows have attached
themselves, immediately, and without thought or contradiction,
there lies the difference. East and West are where humanity has
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